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guns to DoPS officers. Were such a misguided step 

taken, it would be but a matter of time before they hun 
someone. Most likely, themselves 

After an absence of several issues, The Gonzo is 

happy to announce the return of the Crillee font. Wel- 

| come back, friend. You were sorely missed. 

If any of you impressionable little tow- -headed rap- 
scallions are thinking of joining The Gonzo, permit me 
to tell you a little about what we are, and what we are 
The Gonzo is a humor publication. We are look- 


F - not 
| ing for talented writers and artists. We are not a haven 
s 8 4/9) for freaks and other sundry rejects from mainstream Geor- 
some point, someone, somewher aia ea decided that getown society. If nobody likes you and you don’t fit in 


none of them should be entrusted with firearms. Let them anywhere, why don’t you form a Japanimation fan club and 


run around and play walkie-talkie, where they are ham- meet others like you. Do not come to us looking for accep- 
tance. Another thing which we find ourselves explaining 


less. : 
The true problem with the Department of Public every single year: we are not a chronicle of Georgetown 
“counter culture;” don’t give us your inane articles about 


Safety officers is not that they don’t carry deadly weap- \ l 
onry. The problem is that, much like the white rhino, the drugs or alcohol. Give them to The Voice. They eat that shit 


DoPS officer is elusive and timid, and rarely seen in the 
outdoors. They can usually be found congregating by the 
a . counter at Movie Mayhem watching Cops: Too Hot for 
Neverthelegs, it contended that the Departnjent of Public TV, which they force the hapless cashier to play repeatedly 
Safety was powegless Ron he Depa criminal mis- under threat of violence. While crime has fallen to a two- 
chief. The solution? Atm them. ~+ N year low at Movie Mayhem, the unfortunate ₪ 

Thi is a horribleidea- DoP$§) force, though byproduct is that students are mugged in front of 
loveable scamps.all; is but a rag-tag nt of cast-offs Healy gates. 
from other law enforcement organization$, each looking to A recent theft in Harbin Hall involved R7 
live out their vigilante-fantasiesanywhere they might. At a suspicious character who showed up at the stu- 
dent guard desk wearing blue clothing. He said 
that he was a repair man, and was duly admitted, 
for, why would he be wearing blue clothing if he 
weren't a bona-fide repairman? He made off with $ 
several students’ wallets. We are not dealing 2 
with stealthy cat burglars or criminal master- § 
minds. He didn’t have a work order or even, you 
know, tools. To prevent 
these crimes would take 
nothing more than com- 
mon sense. It certainly 
does not require giving 


STEVE 
HOBAN 


Concurrent to the feelings we have already ex- 
pressed in the campus press, The Gonzo extends 
apologies to Kate James and Clay Risen for un- 
fairly targeting their personal lives in an article 
published in the March 1997 issue. 


What with therrecent_rash,of local burglaries and > 
muggings and other sundry nefarious behavior, it would seem 
that criminals rule.the day in in our, heretofore sheltered comer 
of the city. tdidents.don't know, Lif their Disémen v will still be 
there w Perea home. They’ revafraid to. wear their 
Gucchj atches i in the streets. This is thedife « fe of animals» not 


up over there 
And now, gentle reader, I submit for your considera- 


tion twelve pages of tnumph and heartbreak, of intrigue and 
suspense, of amputees and morbid obesity. Do enjoy them. 
The ו‎ 
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Guiding Philosophy: 
"Fire bad.” 


_ Why ke is angry: 
= "Fire bum. Ow!" 
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While Gonzo editors lead a simple life, eschewing musical videos and rocket 
cars and other such trappings of your "modem" society, it has been brought to 
our attention that through technology, we might better spread our message of 
truth and light. See our new web page at 


http:\\members.aol.com\gugonzo\index.html 
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Pork Fried Opinion 
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Masturbation Matchup 
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Johnathan Mathiesen 


. Inside the Beltway 

Crazy Johnny Two-Lungs Page 5 The Founding of 
Courtney Kelly Sporty Spice (si Georgetown 
Pierre Fuller At least he tries Shame and Dishonor Pasa 
Steve Hoban Skinny Spice Page 7 ý 
Micah Sachs Mr. Sensitive Haiku 
Rasheen Carbin Flirting with Morbid Obesity | יש‎ |15 Least Prominent Hoyas Pager 
Lev Babiev Flower of the Tundra G | Page 10 j 
Matt Stein Weird-Ass Spice ₪ 


Mike Woolrich The Shadow 

Carrie Donovan Snakes and Ladders Now if you're anything like us, you've whiled away many a lazy spring aftemmoon pondering : 
Helen Florentino Next Stop, Big Time, omate architecture on campus, wondering how well it would stand up to a 500-kiloton « 

Pat McGinnis The Deerslayer nuclear destruction, Ever in pursuit of the truth, we have carefully superimposed pictures of 

Pat Heller Not the Crimson Stingray room clouds on different campus buildings to render a chillingly accurate image 

Ted Kill Mr, Effectual. That's sarcasm, see really look, whether they were destroyed by missile or terrorist subterfuge. From our new sene 
Neil Watkins Masterminded the Whole Affair “Blowing Up Different Buildings On Campus,” we proudly present you the fest ihe On 


Beer + Pumpkin = Magic 


ולצאש שוכ 


The Gonzo is unsponsored and unaffiliated with Georgetown Uni- 
versity, We do not claim responsibility for anything you see or 
read here, The opinions expressed here are not necessarily those 
of The Gonzo.. The Gonzo is assembled on a computer named 
Willie using Aldus Pakemaker 5.0. 

You can reach The Gonzo at (202) 784-7138 or at (202) 965- 
7215, or by Disguntled Postal Employee at Box 576007 Georgo- 
town University, Washington DC, 20057. Most letters will be 
printed provided they are interesting and less than 300 words 


The Arts 


How y oe == Oh, how could you die? 
== You French heap of shit; 
To Heaven I looked, 
but only you were it 


The way you strangled those fiends, 
The way you sweat on the mat, 
Gave me courage to live; 

You reeked of rotting cat. 
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1 Happy little deer in the forest! 
=, Yourepresent the innocence of yesterday as well as the 
taunting foolishness of modem day felicity. 
As You stop to smell that petunia’T am taken aback. 
1 Your beauty overcomes me because you.are like little Bambi 
2 in that touching Walt Disney flick 
Unfortunately, it is 05 thélbuntin’ season is comin}, 
The paths in the woods wall Iead to your imminent demise. | 
| Run like the aquiline creafures,that flee the fall's winds 
Ahh-it is too late. You dow hang fromthe roof of my 
garage; your nose drips With) blood and the bullet hole in 
your head is seething. 1 don’Léven like venison!!! 
F Goodbye O fleeting friend--Lwill misssyour wet little nose 
atmy window, 3 


Yes, this world is the pits, 
But in our hour of despair, 
Lend us your wisdom, 
Blue g-string, the hair. 


How are the Hutus to live, 

Or the lesser spotted owl, 

If all hope was buned, 

When you threw in the towel? 
' Oh, how could you croak? 
You nasty lump of turd 
When we needed you most, 
Your lard soared like a bird! 


Oh, for ages I have to cope 

With our guru dead and gone. 
Alas, for the children, sweet André, 
I raise the alarm. 


So to beautify this earth, 

With your visage, your girth, 
Lend us sperm from that coffin, 
And we shall multiply your worth! 


-The Highlander 
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NEXT WEEK: 


President to Volcanos: 
"The flow of lava must end" 


WASHINGTON - Amid 
ceremony on the East Lawn yester- 
day, President Clinton held a much- 
anticipated press conference to an- 
nounce the administration’s latest 
public interest initiative. “My 
friends, 1 stand before you today to 
address a scourge that plagues our 
nation. They threaten all of us, re- 


gardless of race, creed, or sexual ori-~ 


entation, They tear apart homes and 
families, and threaten our American 
way of life. I am talking, of course, 
about volcanos. 

“My fellow Americans, no 

longer can we as a nation afford to 
stand idly by as volcanos hold 
America hostage in fear. Ever at the 
vanguard of the public conscious, 
Hollywood brought the horror 
home to us with Dante's Peak and 
Volcano. Now Americans every- 
where are demanding that some- 
thing finally be done about volca- 
nos.” 

Volcanos form when 
traera or molten rock rises through 
cracks in the Earth's fragile crust 

This latest so-called “war 
on volcanos” joins a series of other 
recent and admittedly less contro- 
versial Clinton initiatives designed 
to divert attention from the Paula 
Jones civil case and the ongoing 
hearings on questionable Demo- 
cratic fundraising practices. It be- 
gan with the anti-teen smoking cru- 
sade last year. Encouraged by ris- 
ing public opinion polls, Clinton 
subsequently came out decisively 
against child molestation, and then 
flesh-eating bacteria 

These initiatives were 
soon followed by perhaps the 
President's greatest public relations 
coup to date: the anti-puppy torture 


campaign. “Just as Americans rose 


together and in one angry voice 
called for an end to the senseless 
torture of puppies in this country, 
now they are refusing to let volca- 
nos rule their streets.” 

The President's anti-vol- 
cano initiative seems to have struck 
a similar resonant chord with the 
public. According to a recent 
Gallup survey, 84% of those polled 
described their feelings for volca- 
nos as Moderately or Very Nega- 
tive. 

The largest known vol- 
cano is the Olympus Mons on the 
planet Mars 

The Republicans accuse 
Clinton of being soft on volcanos 
“This is the same political claptrap 
that the American people have put 
up with for years,” said Senate Ma- 
jority Leader Trent Lott (R-Miss) 
“Sure, everybody hates volcanos 
But I ask you this: is the President 
truly committed to putting an end 
to this national nightmare? The 
Amenican people have the right to 
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falling 
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know where their president really 
stands on volcanos 

He continued: “If you re 
ally look at the record, you'll see 
that we have been the anti-volcano 
party all along.” 

Apparently, Clinton an- 
ticipated such a partisan barrage 
“This isn’t about party or ideology 
He went 
on, “For those of you who would 


This is about volcanos.” 


doubt my commitment against vol- 


canos, just look at the statistics. 
Five years of a Clinton-Gore admin- 
istration, and not a single volcano 
has erupted in the lower 48 contigu- 
ous states. The numbers don’t lie, 
and I stand by my record. The 
American people have full confi- 
dence in their president to success- 
fully lead the fight against volca- 
nos.” 

The Olympus Mons is as 
deep as twelve Grand Canyons. 

“The whole idea is ridicu- 
lous,” says Yang Chi-Wei of the Na- 
tional Geological and Seismologi- 
cal Survey. “This isn’t a pressing 
national issue at all. Why, there are 
only four active volcanos in the 
country, and two of those are in the 
uninhabited Alaskan wilderness 
And how can you be ‘anti-vol- 
cano’? Volcanos are a primeval and 
inexorable force of nature. And 
what, pray tell me, does the Presi 
dent intend to do about volcanos? 
You can’t even predict volcanic 
eruptions, let alone stop them. Presi 
dent Clinton is obviously taking ad- 
vantage of the profound ignorance 
and Hollywood-induced hysteria of 
the American people. In my opin- 
ion, the President should stick to 
the real issues that America faces 
today, like puppy torture. I mean, 
what kind of monster could sup- 
port the torture of puppies?” 

President Clinton is aware 

of such naysayers. “Yes, there 
are those that say that there is 
nothing we can do, that we must 
sit back and let volcanos terror- 
ize the American people. How- 
ever, you must remember that I 
come from a little town called Hope 

“We've heard these dis- 
senters before. I ask you this: if we 
had listened to them, would we ever 
have passed the Anti-Puppy Torture 
Act of 1997? Once again, I ask 
America to join me in the fight 
against volcanos. The flow of lava 
Must. End. Itis something we as a 
nation can and must do. 
children.” 


For our 
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Be a Champ! 


Join The Gonzo 


Georgetown University’s only independent 


meeting 


publication of note will hold its first general 


Tuesday, October 7 at 9pm in 


Village A E402 


All will receive a trophy and a certificate of 
participation! Kool-Aid and watermelon to 
follow! Everybody's a winner! 


The object of a person's masturbation can reveal much psychol 
cally, what excites them, what cludes them, We've listed here ten 
celebrities of varying stature. By skill and craft, we have man 

to ferret out the special fixations of each, Can you guess who or 
what each of them masturbates to? Answers 

are on the following p 


1.) Sgt. 


2.) GUSA 
President 
hn Cronan 


4( 
The Professor 
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Janet Reno 
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The Chicanery Page 


The Proles will say this epiphany is nothing 
ew . T have already anticipated that reaction and 
taken it into account for my 1998 Global Warming calcu- 
lations. Sell your stock in igloo construction while you 
still can, I have recently discovered that I don’t have a 
comic idea in my head. I've aged like government cheese, 
mellowed like dew, and osmosed like a slug at a Mormon 
baptism or a Polish salt mine. My caustic sarcasm that 
once drove me to ridicule others publicly has left me. In 
it’s place is the cheap happiness of Rolling Rock beer 
and the articulation powers of a stoner in mid orgasm. 

I used to bemoan my mindless classmates who 
tittered down Prospect Street, wobbly-ankled and short- 
skirted to Champs and Winston's. Formerly, I foretold 
rugby date rapes, and chided the primal nature that drove 
those beasts to congregate and inebriate to a state of free- 
dom from self-awareness. I cannot even see them any- 
more. The nameless hookups and sea of plaid has be- 
come unrecognizable .. . I sit too close to my television to 
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ANSWERS 'TO 


2.) GUSA 
President 
John Cronan 


ADN 


NEIN 
WALL 


3.) Steve Hoban’s Mom 


see the image now, just tiny ovals of red, yellow and blue. 
I'm fine with that. New York City has everything but a 
decent slurpee. Some losses are more palatable than oth- 
ers. 


And wherefore art thou, Rage, which once joined 
me when Women’s studies majors spoke? Yes girls, you 
got out of P.E. in high school with the excuse of cramps; 
now you're using the patriarchy as an excuse to get out of 
taking of real classes. How that victimspeak once filled 
me with the anger of a Star Search contestant edged out of 
my reigning position by only half a star. Oh! How their 
wayward Jews-for-Jesus- » ₪ + 
esque counterproductivity : 
summoned up all the pity ‘ bee 
from my bowels and gall- Ate 


5.) A united India and Pakistan 


& 


6.) bladder. Now their cries Pya¢4{z 
Estrogen leave me unprovoked. A RANS 
sound somehow always and se 


never heard, much like the 
cries of a robin in distress 
blasted though speakers 2 
above the Lauinger steps. Breeders 
Why, have I become such a cheese-eating high 
school girl? Relative contentment. What more can really 
go wrong? Why not just sit back and sip Dom Pengnon? 
What more can one really ask for than Wu Tang long- 
dick style affection on a plastic disc? 1 am unmotivated 
to struggle against evils as I have become numbed to the 
pain. Mariott can no longer hurt me with its monopoly 
or its macaroni. I have learned the lessons of the chicken 
gyro in battle. Who ever really thought GUSA would do 
anything anyway? Jesuits are only. preying on mantis 
and capybaras these days. The woeful inadequacy of 
those employed by student accounts may actually have 
left my parents with a net gain for their Georgetown ex- 
penditures. Student health really can’t amputate the 
wrong leg again. Even the one-two oppressive punches 
of the Stewards and the Academy seem impotent. Sure, I 
spent three hours in line at the book store again this year, 
but now 1 566 that as a chance to meditate and approach 
nirvana. I am coming to grips with the fact that no matter 
how friendly and considerate I am, Ms, Brown will never 
be polite or helpful. The dean's office is not there to help 
you; it's like the obstacle course at the end of each epi- 


10.) 
The Skipper 
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(7-4 senter and graciously accept my prize, making the state- 


a a E = will be perfect. 
Dean’s office secretary 
Mrs. Brown observed in a rare 


sode of Double Dare. Don’t you get it? You aren't sup- 
posed to make it through and win the pink two-wheeler, 
What's the library guard looking for? Why? What are you 
hiding? Sure, Georgetown doesn’t have a theater, but we 
are more that compensated for 
this loss with the abundance of 
clocks on campus. And so all 
the villains are in fact unvillains 
much like Sprite is the uncola, or ₪ 
is that קט7‎ now? Maybe there A 
really isn’t anything funny about = „ 
my Reaganesque good cheer, but 3 
it'll save me from having that ear = 
sewn on again. 

Speaking of one of ~~ 
those topics that I justtan’t get enough of these days, miss- 
ing body parts, this really happened to me; 

It is September of my Senior year ima nameless 
public high-school just north of Dallas. I am on point. 


IMO, 


This is my game. I own everyone around me, I ama High 
School Senior. This is my ant farm to run. Iam a force to be 
reckoned with and I am drunk with my own impression of 
my power. I am in the auditonum of a nearby school, 

enduring an award ceremony for the speech.and.debaie_ 
tournament I have just participated in. 1 am surrounded by 
thirty or so of my teammates, and about 300 students from 
area schools who have gathered to waste the first of many 
weekends giving the same speech, arguing the same posi- 
tions, and hitting on each other. I have placed in three 
events and thus contributed considerably to a second place 


$3 friends and admirers, shake the hand of the trophy pre- 


“ips 
Ge 


ment that I am the one to beat for the rest of the year. It 


I hear my name and make my way to the front of 
the auditonum. I glide up the stairs and walk to center 
stage. I smile proudly at the audi- 
ence and move to’shake the hand 
of the girl presenting my award. I 
am aghast! Horror of horrors! She 
does not extend her hand to me in 
the universal sign of recognition 
and approval. Does she not know 
whol am? Does she dare to imply, 
here and now in this, my moment 
of glory that I am somehow unde- . 
serving of this accolade? She extends the trophy towards 
me, and I compose myself and accept the trophy, unruffled 
before the audience despite her momentous oversight. In 
an attempt to cover for what must have been a thoughtless 
omission on her part, I move to shake her hand. In doing so, 
I grab her just above the place where her right elbow might 
have been were she not an amputee. As my hand reached 
this cold flesh, I vigorously shake her stump before the 
synapses in my brain can begin to communicate otherwise 
to my arm. I stood there before them all with a grimace of 
shock upon my visage...) Ah yes, all has gone according 


to the plan. F 
- Mrs. Jones 


House of Shame: 
An Interview with Student Accounts 


When we took our oaths as Gonzo editors, we swore to root out incompetence and corruption and 
expose it to the light of day, wherever we might find it. There is no institution on this campus which 
embodies incompetence like Student Accounts, The Office had repeatedly eluded The Gonzo's le- 
gitimate attempts to interview them; we were forced into the only option which remained: deception 
and chicanery, Posing as the editor-in-chief’s mother, our Intrepid reporter called in order to gain 
some sort of perspective on the madness that reigns in the dank bowels of the Ryan Administration 
building, in that House of Shame, the Office of Student Accounts, All incidents alluded to are true 
and happened to us or our friends. The interview was recorded, should an עו‎ party wish to dispute 


— 


their exact words in a court of law. 


Student Accounts: Office of Student Accounts, please 
hold 


Gonzo: Sure. 
Student Accounts: Student Accounts, thank you forhold- 
ing. Can I help you? 

Gonzo: Yeah, hi. This is Frances Mathiesen, 
My son Johnathan is a senior in SFS 

this year, and I have a few gen- 

eral questions about his account. 


Gonzo: /24-74-/890. [Note 2 


Student Accounts: 112 number? 
reader. he has no Munch Money.] 
Student Accounts; All right... I see here a balance of 


$1,960. 
Gouww: rS Wwhatd wanted io.ask you about. Can 


you explain the process by which you arrived at that 
number? 

Student Accounts: Let's see. There was a $948 balance 
left over from summer housing, and then tuition charges 
of [b/a bla bla bla bla) ten meal plan, and finally, a 
Stafford loan was credited to the account on August 
fourth. 

Gonzo: So, in other words, this is a number that came 
from adding and subtracting other numbers, and not a 


Gonzo: Really. 


number which was just, you know, made up? 

Student Accounts: [pause] Right.. 

Gonzo: Mm’kay.... I've got a couple of more questions 
here for you, In the fall term of 1996, I sent a check for 
$4000 which your office never credited to my son's ac- 
count. Apparently it was lost, so I had to send another 
check and pay a deferment fee. My question is this: 
when Student Accounts receives money in the mail, now, 
why don't you put it someplace special, maybe in a spe- 
cial “money place,” with All the other money, to de- 
crease the chance that it will be Jost? 

Student Accounts; [Pause.] Maybe campus mail lost it. 
They're not very reliable, you know, [nervous laughter} 
Gonzo: Yeah, Must have been. You know, last April we 
received a letter from your office that you had made a 
mistake on our bill in January, and that we owed $1600 
immediately, Of course, if we had known in January, we 
could have arranged some sort of financing, Since we 


Gonzo: Aren’t the employees tired of doing all that math in 
their heads? Don’t you think it’s time that the University fi- 
nally bought you some calculators to do your work? 

Student Accounts: We do all our work on computers. 


didn’t have $1600 laying around, you know, we had to 
scrap our vacation plans. 
Student Accounts: Mm-hm . . . 
Gonzo: My question for you is this: 
when a mistake made at Student Accounts 
עו‎ really messes someone's life up, does any- 
one there actually feel, you know, re- 
morse, or have you long since been hard- 


4 S 
ened to the suffering of others that you cause? 


Student Accounts: Look, I'm sure it wasn’t intentional 


Gonzo: Yeah, I know. But it's got me wondering what's 
going on in there, What's the educational background of 
your employees? What kind of training do you provide 
them? 

Student Accounts: Where are you going with this? 
Gonzo: Jn order to work here at Student Accounts, one 
would have to have a solid understanding of basic math- 
ematical concepts, such as addition . . . even subtraction? 
Student Accounts: l... of course! 

Gonzo: Interesting. Are your employees required to sub- 
mit to aUniversity drug-testing policy? 

Student Accounts: What? No. No, they're not... . 
Gonzo: But, I mean, you don't condone or even encour- 


age the use of hallucinogenic substances among your em- 
ployees, while they're on the job, which might impair their 
ability to recognize and distinguish Arabic numerals? 
Student Accounts: If you would like, ma'am, I can 
transfer you to my superv— 

Gonzo: How long do the employees work each day? Do 
they get lunch and dinner breaks? 

Student Accounts: Is this some kind of . . . survey, or 
something? 

Gonzo: See, I'm wondering if maybe the employees are 
worked in continuous and daily eighteen hour shifts to a 
State of extreme exhaustion, in which case, the occasional 
mathematical blunder would be understandable? 
Student Accounts: [Silence] 

Gonzo: What's the most satisfying part of your job? 
Student Accounts; Look ma'am, we're really busy here 
right n- 

Gonzo: Do you find it more satisfying when a student 


sends money and brings their account to a zero balance, or do 
you get more of a fiendish pleasure when you addon more charges 
fo an account? 

Student Accounts: Ncither. 
other callers on hold. ; 
Gonzo: Aren't the employees tired of doing all the math in 
their heads? Don't you think it’s time that the University finally 
bought you some calculators to do your work? 

Student Accounts: We do all our work on computers. 
Gonzo: Really. J had just assumed... anyway. Do you ever 
mess up someone's account on purpose, because they have a 
funny name? My son knows a boy named John Wiener. I think 
I would mess up his account on purpose, because he has a funny 
name... 

Student Accounts: That is completely ridiculous. 

Gonzo: What kind of mad-cap misadventures go on here be- 
hind the scenes at Student Accounts? I bet you've got a million 
of ‘em. What’s the wackiest situation you've ever been con- 
fronted with? 

Student Accounts: I really don’t have time for— 

Gonzo: Has anyone ever tried to pay off their account in penny 
rolls, or with Monopoly money, or grievously devalued pesos? 
Student Accounts: Ma'am, either you are going to hang up, 
or I am going to transfer you to my supervisor. 

Gonzo: Yeah, honey, why don’t you do that. I can’t wait to tell 
her about your attitude problem. [With more than enough to fill 
a Gonzo page, however, we decide to hang up on the bastard]. 


Now listen, ma'am, I've got 


I's just this casy to tap the vast disposable 
income und the catlc-like herd mentality of Georgetown's 
affluent student body. ; 

Until now, The Gonzo has been funded by pri- 


vate contributions and our nominal subscription fec.. In 
order to grease the wheels of our inexorable Jugger- 
nautike expansion, we are allowing local businesses to 


the Georgetown University 
student body. 


contact: 
Johnathan Mathiesen 
202-784-7138 


Courtney Kelly 
202-784-7215 


T Kew Funny 


ust in case “Secrets of Georgetown” in The Voice 
was not sufficient to satiate your freshman thirst 
for titillating Georgetown apocrypha, here lies 
presented for the students of Georgetown excerpts 
of the tales of the foundation of the University on 
the Potomac river, and of the house of Carroll, 
taken from the oral tradition of the Stewards, 
guarded well and handed down these past two centuries 


Book 2: 
The Miraculous Birth 


nd so it came to pass that King George II, king of 
all England, gave birth to a young child. The 
heavens predicted the miraculous occurrence of 
the birth, for on that day the sun never shone, and 
the skies were rent in two. And so the child was 
brought forth form his mother’s womb fully 
clothed, and when the handmaids and attendants 
saw the beautiful child, noble to behold, they were astonished 

And when King George III beheld the child, whom he 
thought was the fruit of his loins, though in fact he was conceived by 
the power of the holy spint, for God foresaw the importance of this 
child. And when King George II beheld this child, he was greatly 
vexed, even though the child in beauty outshone all others in the 
realm of England. And so to his wife the Queen King George III, 
oppressor of freedom, spoke: 

“Loving wife, I behold that this child is beautiful and 
noble, and outshines all the children in my realm, stormy Britain. But 
in my heart | am troubled, for I sec by gazing חס‎ this child, that he is 
a Catholic, while we are mere pagans, heathens unworthy to receive 
the mercy of ever-loving Jesus Christ, who nevertheless shows us 
divine everlasting mercy, undeserving though we are. And though I 
love this child, my son, I fear that one day he may threaten my reign, 
and usurp my throne, for he is a Catholic,” 

And so King George III and his loving wife took the 
young child to the Archbishop of Canterbury, the astrologer, who 
foresaw all the past and future in the name of Satan and his evil 
hordes. And the king and his wife brought the child to this seer, for 
they too tumed their backs on Christ and practiced the dark magic of 
the underworld, and presented the child to him. 

Ana upon seeing the Catholic child, the Archbishop fell 
into a deep trance, as though his soul had left his body and Satan had 
entered in its stead, and while thus entranced the Archbishop spoke 
unto the King and Queen 

“Ff car this child, dear to God, for he will one day be your 
undoing. I foresee that he shall one day brave uncharted lands of 
your realm, the vast, bountiful America, claimed by the King in the 
name of Britain and Satan, a land beloved by us heathens, and on the 
banks of a river in that land America, the beautiful, he shall found a 
great University. And that University shall be 
opened both to Catholics and pagans, who shall 
prosper together in harmony, much to Satan's 
sorrow. And that University shall be called Geor- 
getown, in your memory. And around that Uni- 
versity shall prosper a great capitol, the center of 
a vast empire, who shall in the name of liberty 
break free from the pagan empire Bntain, much 
to our sorrow, and that of Satan. And one day 
that capitol which will grow around the Univer- 
sity of Georgetown in America, land of the free, 
that capitol shall be lead world’s greatest empire, 
which shall in the name of God and Christ hold 
dominion over even we Britons, pagans though 
we be. And even your royal line shall emigrate to 
that divine land. I speak of future heiresses to 
your reign, the great princesses Diana and Fergie, and the citizens of 
brave America, lovers of God, shall interview your descendants, and 
give them their own talk shows. One shall compose books for 
children about fantastic helicopters that do speak as men. Oh, the 
sorrows which I foresee this day.” 

And the King was seized with a great fear. His realm was 
insecure, and he was sure he must kill the child. When the day came 
when he was to kill the child, he was unable to perform the task. 
“Surely the Catholic child must die, But how can I perform such a 
task on my own progeny? I know what I shall do. I shall construct 
for him a raft, and set him adrift in the sea. Then he will surely die 
from the exposure, and I myself will not have to 
perform this grievous task.” 


And as he thought, so it was done. The child 
was set adrift in the Atlantic Ocean, but he did not perish, for God smiled down 
kindly upon him and protected him. And so rosy-fingered Dawn 
found him in America, where his raft was discovered by humble 
Maryland tobacco farmers, who named him John, for they foresaw 
his time prophecy in the wilderness, and his martyrdom. They also 
named him Carroll, for he had little baby breasts. 


Book 8: 
The Battle with the 
Hideous Thunder Cat 


n such a manner did Father Carroll and his Jesuit 
host continue to clear the land above the wine-dark 
Potomac, felling mighty trees upon the hilltop 
where the University was prophesied to lic. The 
mighty Jesuits felled the oaks and pines with tree 

slaying axes, and in their strength they would stnke 
down the wide-girthed trees with a single swoop 
of their axe, for they were so strong. And when the trunk had toppled 
over they would hurl single-handed the trunk from the hilltop into the 
deep Potomac, and with a single stomp of their foot bury the stump 


deep below the earth 


Then the Jesuits were bored, for bored they casily be- 
came clearing the brave forest of its trees, they would toss from the 
highest peak of the hill tree trunks, one Jesuit to another, and that 
Jesuit in tum would hurl the trunk back toward the first. All the while 
they drank deep from finest altar wine, until sleep and content came 
upon their bodies. In honor of this, students to this day gather on that 
clearing, which came to be know as “Copley lawn”, and hurl lighter 
objects, frisbees and footballs, at each other, for they are not so strong 
as the Jesuits of times past, and the while they drink domestic beers, 
for they are neither so tolerant as the lusty Jesuits of times past. All 
these things are done in honor of those Jesuits who carefully crafted 
that great lawn. 

As well they cleared the land of great boulders which were 
scattered throughout the forest, hurling them as well into the wine- 
dark Potomac, Until they came upon a patch of rocks which not one 
of the Jesuits could budge. “Hoya Saxa,” the Jesuits exclaimed to one 
another, “toya movere non possumus!"’ And when John Carroll saw 
the host laboring in vain, he laughed to himself over their ineptitude. 
“Hoya Saxa certe!" he said to himself, and with a single swing of his 
arm lifted all the stones of the ground, and the stones landed one on 
top of another, forming a perfect wall, which ran the length of Copley 
lawn. And John Carroll spoke to his host: “Brave Jesuits, holy men 
of Jesus, this wall will be a lasting testament to my personal strength 
and foresight, for 1 am mightier than any of you. And one day this 
wall will serve to hold off the barbarian masses, the vicious wolves of 
that land that they so call Burlicth, and the common laborers of Geor- 
getown, congressmen and senators, who vainly protest our Baccha- 
nalian rituals, performed in the name of loving Jesus.” To this day the 
wall remains as a border, separating the elite from the chaff, 

Thus they continued to clear the forest. As they ap- 
proached the base of the hill, on the eve of All Saints day, the holiest 
day in the calendar, the saw a tree taller and wider than all other trees 
in the forest. Indeed, this tree did scrape the sky. When the Jesuits 
attempted to fell the tree, they heard a mighty roar, louder even than 
thunder, and they were fearful in their hearts. They gazed up to the 
tree's top, and there they beheld a mighty thunder cat, perched amongst 
the branches. “Shit,” said Father Carroll, “it is the evil monster 
Harbin, fire-breathing cat of evil, from whose stead no mortal has 
ever returned.” And as he spoke the cat Harbin released a mighty 
hairball, which bore a hole several miles deep in the ground, into 
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which fell and perished one-hundred Jesuits. The rest felt fear in 
their hearts, and knew not what to do. Then the Harbin released 
another mighty furball, and created another great gap in the earth, 
into which fell two-hundred Jesuits. And just as the Harbin pre- 
pared to cough up another, which surely would have created a hole 
large enough to swallow John Caroll up to his waist, the earth shook, 
and the earth opened wide, and the tree and cat were swallowed up 
deep into the earth. The cat did let forth a mighty howl, and then was 
heard no more 

“Behold,” John Carroll exclaimed,” we must celebrate 
that fine tree. The mighty oak was structurally-unsound, and fell 
deep into the earth. And so our lives were spared. Let us celebrate 
our good fortune, and construct a building on this very spot, and 
name it Harbin in honor of the mighty cat. And that building shall as 
well be structurally-unsound, and one day it too will sink beneath the 
carth, in honor of our good fortune. And cach year, one the eve of 
All Saint's day, Hallowe'en, let the masses gather here before this 
spot, this cemetery for fallen Jesuits, and let them howl before the 
cemetery in honor of that brave thundercat and those brave Jesuits 
who met their death untimely. We shall call this howl the Harbin 
Howl, in honor of that cat and theSe brave Jesuits.” 

And as he spoke, so it was done, and so does the ritual 


continue in our own day 


Book 24: 
The Fall of the House of 
Carroll 


n these days Father Carroll grew in pride, and 
thought himself equal to the gods, and had con- 
structed for himself a mighty throne, which he 
placed just before the front gates of this George- 
town, so that he might inspect all those who did 
pass through, in the case that any Hispanics should 
attempt entry. And he selected for himself a vast 
body of workers, and anointed them Stewards. These Stewards 
worked in secret, 10 preserve the edicts which John Carroll, not 
lowest of which was the subjugation of women. The Stewards 
performed their tasks in secret and with great pnde, and continue to 
do so to this day, most yehemently that which preserves the subjuga- 
tion of women 
Father Carroll continued to grow in insolence, and the 
Almighty God was deeply vexed. And so God inquired of Father 
Carroll, “Father Carroll, most noble of my servants, why do you 
perform such insolent actions?” And Father Carroll replied, “I, of 
my own free will, have constructed this vast empire, and you have 
contributed naught. I need your love and mercy no more. Here the 
Almighty Dollar is our God.” And Carroll did select two graven 
idols and do homage unto them. The first, a giant mouse that did 
speak as men, and the second, a great white bear. So God in his 
Joving wrath smote Father Carroll as he sat in his throne, and his soul 
left his body, and sank to hell 
t Mary, infinite in Kindness and mercy, felt pity at the 
fate of John Carroll, who had performed so many noble tasks in the 
name of the Holy Spirit. So she converted John Carroll to bronze, 
both his body and his throne, in honor of his brazen indifference 
And carnations sprouted around where he sat, in honor of his femi- 
nine beauty, And there he sits to this day, before the entrance to 
Georgetown University, though powerless to prevent the entrance 
of Hispanics, to serve as a reminder to his students not to let their 
talents lead to excess and pride, for God will smite them dead. 


- Edna Welthorpe (Mrs.) 


Grandma ' Me 
: “Would you like some milk 
He steals nine towels. With your cookies?” Grandma? “Yes?” 
“You didn’t see anything.” I'll see you in HELL! 
You're a small man, Dada : 


Si Kick 
They’ll pick me next. “I 
. Choose Bakhshi, the boy with no 
Sirange 3 nA. Legs.” They’ll pick me next. 
What the hell country is this?! 
Speak American! 


Gratitu 
Pasta, printing press, 
Gunpowder, Kung Fu masters . . . 
Thank you, Chinaman! 


Hir ugod with ב‎ 


ivin 


urai H R 2 : 9 
== = i ; We nearly starved. You 
Eighty dollars for R ₪ 4 Fed us; then we stole your land. 


Four of us?! I wonder: Who E s . Suckers! Heh heh heh. 
Really won the War... = P : ; 


The Bad Therapist wi uel ree | God: why: dm yaPRppY 
: | ל : ל‎ 2 Have to die? “Your puppy was 
Is it all my fault y í è ה‎ ₪ An evil puppy.” 
Mom left? “No, Johnny. Only, 2 ee : 
Say, forty percent.” 


in “Got a dime, young man?” 
#2 Yeah, lots of dimes . . . INTHE BANK! 
A HA HA HA HA! 


Mil’ Dad takes us to Disney 
“Don’tcry! Stop crying! 
This’s the happiest place in 
Idiots all. Mom, The world, damn you brats!” Who's that at the door? 
Parade’s not a newspaper. “It’s me, the Angel of Death.” 
Dad, wrestling is fake. Sorry! On the phone! THE 
GONZO 
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Georgetown University’s 


Itwas with greatanticipation that students read the tanking of the Fifteen Most Promi- 
nent Hoyas in the September 4th issue of The Voice. Unbeknownst to most, how- 
ever, this was just the tip of the horrific Orwellian iceberg. Cloaked in a dark veil of 
secrecy, The Voicecarried outa dastardly scheme to scientifically calculate the promi- 
nence of every single Georgetown student and rank them, from numberone to 5,876. 
Relying on nothing but our catlike reflexes and trademark derring-do, The Gonzo 
managed to obtain a copy of this list. They only showed you the fifteen most promi- 
nent. We present you with the other half of the story: 


The Muskrat 


“Every city has stones. Atnight,when you hear the cry 
of the suffering of Damall Hall, when you can feel the 
quiver of terror running through the air of Ryan Admin- 
istration building, that’s when you need me.” 

As Georgetown's least prominent would-be 
vigilante superhero, The Muskrat (CAS"99) describes 
his calling as follows: “I'm here to rescue the helpless 
souls who have nowhere else to turn except, we wonder, 
-ş down the path of Promincace. When a purse- snatcher 


Elizabeth Wilson 

For many Hoyas, the spork is nothing 
more than a humble, convenient utensil, a 
synethesis of spoon and fork that, while a 
tragically beautiful entry in man’s con- 
stant, futile quest to have it all, is of little 
practical value once the mashed potatoes 
are gone. For Elizabeth Wilson (GSB 
*00), the spork is a way of life. 

“People don't often realize that 
art can come from anywhere,” she says, 
echoing Scott Valentine's delightfully dim- 
witted Nick from TV's Family Ties. “I'm 
working right now on a twelve-foot ptero- 
361 1." Elizabeth's “sculptures” are noth- 
ing-if not omate, prongs and stems and 
bowls cascading out in all directions where 


cellophane packages opehing interrupted only 
by the cry of the baby marmoset coming from 
the Discovery Channel documentary playing on 
her television. She chooses to sit and work 
contently at home rather than jumping into the 
flourishing campus social scene by meeting and 
greeting at such affairs as a basketball game, or, 
say, a Voice party. 

“Some people call me a loser, but I 
prefer another word: artist. There's no way to 
tell yet what the world will someday think. The 
jury's still out חס‎ me.” a 

Well, Elizabeth, we just gotacall from 


the jury, and the verdict is i re innocent . 
only plastic stiffness existed before. Any of prominence. 4 \ 
6) > 
. ג‎ # 
Claire von Haver > D 
“You know who our seventeenth Presi- adtustthe kind of verve she needed 
dent was?” idi igi 
d 
“Yeah, it was JA id in the prestigious School of 
“Andrew Johnsont? Olite “Do you think you're the most intelli- 


von Haver (SFS’01) interrupts, shootin} 
her hand up in our face Wik eer 
attempted to answer. “LIOR A.P. US. 
History last year,” 

Von Haver arrived on the Hill 
top a month ago full of dreams, and en- 
dowed with what she knew it would take 
to realize them. She delivered the vale- 
dictory address at her high school gradu- 
ation in New Jersey, she starred on her 
school’s debate team and edited its school 


gent person in the SFS Freshman class?” the Voice 
asked. 

“So what you're asking is . .. is it one 
of the thoughts in my head that I am first in 
intellgence?” 

“Right. Good.” 

“Well, when I was in high school, I 
read this article about Italy, And what it taught me 


We stopped her nght there and told her 
she'd get an A. She walked away smiling. 


Johnathan Mathiesen - Gonzo Editor-in-Chief 


Johnathan Mathiesen (SFS'98), would- 
be leader of the campus 
“funny paper,” has seen 
his of power snatched 
away from him by the 
spiked-leather-gloved 
hand of the far more char- 
ismatic (and prominent) | 
Lev Babiev. | = 
"When Levi 5 
metamorphosed, who do | כ‎ ` 
you think was standing} = 
right there, only six rows! 7 
of people back, displaced slightly to the 


night in that immense crowd of people? That's 
right! Me, for God's sake! It was all 
my idea! Who do you think thought 
of the Mister Belvedere statue? And 
giving Burleith back to the wolf? Do 
you think that Lev really gives a shit 
about the wolf? He's just telling the 
students what they want to hear." 

Maybe so. However, we 
talked to Mr. Belvedere and the wolf, 
and while they don't see eye-to-eye 
on much, they both agree that you, 
Æ sir, are not in the least prominent. 


Rasheen Carbin 
Rashcen Carbin (SFS'98) has a problem. 
He keeps forgetting people's names. "I 
mect a lot of people,” Carbin said, "but I 
have trouble remembering all their names.”- 
Heh heh, He shouldn't be sur- 
prised. As perhaps the Best Known Guy 
on Georgetown's campus, Rasheen is 
used to running into people he knows. 
Rasheen's big group of famil- 


iar faces is no acci- 
THE 


dent; he has been ac- 
GONZO 


tive in over 2 different 
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student organizations. Aside from sporadic ap- 
pearances in The Gonzo, Carbin is treasurer of 
the Classics Society, and also has helped fresh- 
men move in. 

His efforts have seen major results at 
Georgetown. Against daunting odds, the fresh- 
men were successfully moved in this year. "If it 
wasn’t forme, Parking Lot D might still be full of 
their crap.” 

How does-he balance everything? 
Rasheen just smiled and said "My bitches.” 


FAA 


Ow), Ow!” 


Katie Dempsey: 


hears the tnll’of the Muskrat, fie knows he bas to flee or risk the furious Nibble of Justice.” 
HA The Muskrat spends his weekend nights staring out the window of his Henle 
~ ‘apartment (“Call ft the Den), Waiting for drunken Hoyas on the road to the hook-up to 


Friday will be the start of another weekend here at Georgetown. Katie Dempsey (NUR'99) knows exactly where 


she'll be: drunk. 
"I just drink 
packs in-one night. It was crazy. I had no idea what was 
going on. I'm just out of control sometimes. People say I'm 
crazy sometimes. [Note to reader: an exhaustive survey re- 
vealed exactly zero people who have ever referred to Katie as 
“crazy."] But what can I say? I love to drink. And to talk 


- a lot,” she boasts. "I once drank two six- 


® | about drinking.” 


“Imean, it’s crazy, but this is what college is all about, right? á 


=) C'mon, let's talk about it. It's just what I love to do. All the 


| ime.” Knock knock! Prominence police, open up! Oh, 
sorry ma'am. We're looking for someone else. 


i 


Bol L. Gol 
Bol L. Gol. (CAS'99) has a lot to say, though you may 
not have noticed. While he's been in seven Mask and 
Bauble productions, the only line you've likely heard 
him utter is, "Sir, please wait for the mango to be fully 
Juiced,” as fruit seller #2 in last spring's production of 
"Baby with the Bathwater.” 

"Fruit Seller 2 was a big role for me,” Bol 
says. "Sure, it was a challenge, but I was looking for a 
character that I could really get inside of. After my parts 
as Scared Brother 
in "The Mystery of 
Evan Drood,’ and 
Street Sweeper in 
"Little Shop of 
Horrors,’ I was 
beginning to get 
wormed that Geor- 
getown theater was 
typecasting me. 
But now that I've shown them all that I’m no one-trick 


pony, I really expect things to be taking off. I’m think- 
ing about trying out for Paperboy 16 (Chip) in this 
fall's revival of ‘Newsies.’ We'll have to wait and see, 
though. I don't want to soil my trousers in the audition 
again.” 


Though Bol’s vault into improminence may 
seem sudden, he has been training for it all his life. This 
is no overnight improminent sensation. It all began 
with his critically overlooked performance as Mighty 
Oak in his fourth grade production of "Hansel and 
Gretel." "The rest,” he says, "is history.” 

"Now, I don't want to jinx anything, but 
people are talking ‘award’ for Fruit Seller 2." Sorry, 
Bol, but the only award you're up for is Least Promi- 
nent Actor in the Eyes of the Arbiters of Significance 
(Musical or Comedy). 


T. Raphael Bramer 


"I remember sitting outside my tent in the Sahel," T. 
Raphael Bramer (SFS'98) says, his accent calling to 
mind the high Shakespearean stage or the glory years 
of Her Majesty's once-mighty Empire, unmistakably 
reminding us of the far-away land of Bramer’s birth: 
Indiana. “And this chap strides up to me from no- 
where, and, endeavouring to honour me with some 
local colour and flavour, says ‘When a doodle trump 
punk points his finger like a stump, tell him Step off, 
I'm doin’ the Hump.’ And that’s why I think Corsica 
won't secede.” 

Uncle Raph to some, Wise Solomon to oth- 
ers, Bramer is proud of his exotic ongins. “In Indiana, 
we say סטסטף"‎ instead of ‘line.’ And we spell 
‘organisation’ without the zed. Oh yes, and "Thomas’ 
is pronounced ‘Raphael. 

"So anyway, back to the Uzbecki insur- 
gency..." Weare grateful to hear the perspective of 
an authentic citizen of the Commonwealth. The Com- 
monwealth of Improminence, that is. 


15 Least Prominent 


Anna Belmont 


If you’ ve ever been to a meet- 

ing of the West Indian Inter 

pretrve Dance Society, then you | 

couldn't have helped but fall in fE 

love with this spunky young + 
who are we kidding? ] 


ia 


You've never been to a meet- 
ing of the West Indian Inter- ] 
pretive Dance Society! Why, 
no onc has! 

As the president of 
Georgctown’s least prominent club, Anna Belmont 
(NUR'00) has presided over a SAC fair table visited by 
two lone, confused cast-offs from the South Asian society, 
and no one else. Her organization's trademark event, "Banna 


Eric Ronaire 
If you're looking for a gent who through the nimble work- 
ings of his hands can tum a simple elliptical piece of rubber 
into a magical wand of inprominence, Eric Ronaire (GSB 
*00) is your man 

“Look.” Squeak Squeak Squeak. “Look at what 
that is.” 


“A krill?” 

“Wrong. Daschund.” 

The self-proclaimed Clown Prince of George- 
town, Eric is unknown for such antics as the “Healy Lawn 


Jon Cronen 
Jon Cronen (CAS "98( wasn't part of student 
government in high school. He isn'ta part of it here, either. 


And he most certainly isn't prominent 
It causes a lot of confusion sometimes,” he says 
of his name, a homonym of the student body president's 
People are always coming up to me and saying ‘Great job 
with that 45-meal plan!’ or ‘wow, thanks for the cyber- 
wraps!’ I just have to smile and tell them I'm not the man 
I'm looking for. Then 1 ask them to reach into my pocket 


Look for these and other shocking 
exposées in upcoming issues of 
The Voice: 


Keg of Broken Dreams: 
Some Students Drink Before They Are 21 


At What Price Knowledge? 
Bookstore Charges A Lot for Books 


Last Dance with MaryJane: 
an insidious new drug called marijuana 
(street name: pot) may be making inroads 
among the student body 


For the Last Time, We Didn’t 
Kill Christ 
What it’s like to be Jewish at Georgetown 


second-floor lounge last April 


on campus. Hang in there, AnndA Perhaps someday 
somebody may just notice something.thatyati do 
ן‎ : 


ta 


Thematic Crowded Car,” in which hes 
himself in a six-foot by six- fodberowded, box 
and contorted himself into a news'Chafacter™ Èv- 
ery fifteen minutes for seven ho think that 
really resonated with people," he ‘sa “says. bre 
they may not have laughed, or even paused, | tT 
think the idea of a modem, one- man adaptation f 
the timeless crowded clown car is one 
really appeals to the intellectual of the 1990s.” 
Though he can routinely be spotted 
covered in white make-up and rad lipstick as he r 
wanders through Leavey Center distributing | 
humourous fake poop and leaflets decrying “The | 
Continued Persecution of the Human Vesschof 
Humor,” Eric sees himself as a pioneer of socjal | 
‘The clown has always been.a force | 
threatening to the status quo. I’m here to bring | 
the profession into 6 centuryzitoy make | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


change 


people think at the same time as they laugh: h 

We wish Eric the bestias he gets back 
into the overcrowed car and drives itoff into the 
improminent sunset 


Billy MacDonald 

This here is Billy MacDonald (GSB'01), Some 
might say he wasn't quite ready for college life | 
presently, he lives under a table ia the New South | 
Cafeteria, eating what- 
ever odd seraps happen | 
to fallihis way..After 
repeated assurances that 
we meanthimno harm, | 
he gaye us a chilling 
glimpseinto his lonely 
world, His'single dis- 
tinguishing aécomplish- | 
ment? "Well, once 1 

i took a crap thatkind of | 

We saw. the pictures, 

and the resemblance, to be sure, is uncanny, How- | 
ever, Billy, we must declare you fully emancipated. 
From prominence, that is. 


looked like Abe Lincoln." 


| 

| 
Mallorie Rivers | 
"I'm sprinkling you with magic dust." Mallorie | 
Rivers (SFS'98), Georgetown’s self-styled fairy 
princess, is attempting to woo us with her would- | 
be enchanting blend of pixieish energy and mod- 
em self-promotion, 

Rivers attended a Renaissance festival | 
at age 13. In a sense, she never came home. "In | 
the Renaissance, “she explains, handing us a wax 
sculpture of her family crest, "ye olde spirit and 
joy were far more important than they are today, | 
I'm trying to bring some of that lifestyle back. 
Here, take this Wizard's hat. You are now a mem- | 
ber of my royal court." 

Instead of donning the pointy hat of | 
improminence, however, we ran away, 


Papisat,” was received by a near-empty New South 


‘I'm not giving up,” she says, fulLof re, 
solve. "1 know there'syayplate for West Indian” 
Interpretive Dance here at Georgetown.” ATHV? 


| tes planned for this.year include a bake 1 
Just hope you likelloeust wings!”), a performance 
in Red Square during intémational Cultural Week 
(“Let's pray those damned Filipino folk-bullies 
with their flailing cane rods and blatant disregard 
fj for life stay out of,my.way)) and eye-catching 
chalk signs covering every square inch of asphalt 


Godwin Owinje: 

"Is that guy a basketball player? He's six 
foot-eight, but I don’t recognize him from 
any of the games.” This is a familiar refrain 
»for Godwin Owinje (CAS'97). Hold on, he 
“tis fave graduated 

Lf "ג‎ Yeah, I guess so. Never really no- 
tice, tefl yOu the truth,” said basketball coach 
John ThompSon But surely Godwin must have 
contributed something tothe team. “Once when we were down at halftime, 
he told us a fable“bout í pint and a baobob tree, I think it just confused 
Iverson.” 
Ah, yes. That - u the story of the improminent tortoise. 


some way, ] Nobody paid any attention to hit, oy he was improminent. That's 
pretty much the end. 
Wally Park FS 


Known only to his roommate and his wormed R> 
can be found day and night perusing the Internet in 1 
fifth floor of Village C West » 
"Llike to think ain as r, really 
Some people get their high from drugs, others from 
constant masturbation. Me, I get my high from infor- 
mation. I gotta tell you, it gets a little crazy around here 
sometimes. One minute I'm at the ESPN Sportszone, 
the next I’m at The Washington Post On-line. There’s 
no telling what I may do next!" 
Maybe not, Wally, but there is one thing we 
can say with some certainty: whatever itis, it won't be 


Sharp Darts, Round Balls, Good Beer. 
| And Over-One Million Pool Tables. No 


Ug Does 


Saturdays: 1pm-3am 
Sunda Ipm-lam 


BILLIARDS 


DAILY HAPPY HOUR AND NIGHTLY DRINK SPECIALS! 
POOL AND DART LEAGUES , MARE FORMING, SIGN UP Now! 


*cannot be used in combination with other discounts or promotions 
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Not getting the performance you expect from your car? 


Try a little God in your tank 


/ 
1 ae t 


wand 


| ₪ 


boi in TA Virginia 
Just over Key Bridge 


Thank you for reading The Gonzo 


